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[. 
OW long, deluded A4/bion, wilt Thou lie (a) 
In the Lethargic Sleep, the ſad Repoſe, 
By which thy cloſe, thy conſtant Enemy, 
Has ſoftly lulFd Thee ro Thy Wocs ? 
Or Wake, degenerate Iſle, or Ccaſe to own 
Whar Thy Old Kings in Gallic Camps have done ; 
The Spoils They brought Thee back, the Crowns They wor. 
WILLIAM, (fo Fate requires) again 1s Arm'd ; 
Thy Father to the Field 1s gone : 
Again MARIA Weeps Her abſent Lord ; 
For Thy Repoſe content to Rule alone. 
Arc Thy Encrvate Sons not yct Alarm'd ? 
When WILLIAM Fights, dare thcy look tamely on, 
So {low to get their Ancient Faine Reſtor'd, 
As nor to melt at Beauties Tears, nor follow Valours Sword ? 
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(a) Anguſtam, amict, Pauperiem pati | 
Ropuſins acri Militia Puer 
Condifcat, & Parthos fereces 
Vexet eques metzendus haſt 4. 
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[l. 
See the Repenting lile Awakes, 
Her Vacwus Chains the gencraus Gaddcis breaks : 
The Foggs around Her Temples arc Diſpell'd ; 
Abroad She Looks, and Sees Arm'd, Belgia ſtand 
' Prepar'd to mcet their common Lords Command 
Her Lions Roaring by Her Side, Her Arrows in Her Hand ; 
And Bluſhing to have'been fo lgng withheld, 
Weeps off Her Crime, and haſtens to the Field : 
*b). Henceforth Her Youth ſhall be inur'd to bear 
Hazardous Toll and Active War : 
To march beneath the Dog-Stars raging Hear, 
Paticnt of Summers Drought, and Martial $weat ; 
And only Grieve in Winters Camps to find, 
Its Days too ſhort tor Labours They defign'd : 
All Night beneath hard heavy Arms two Watch; 
All Day t Mount the Trench, to Storm the Breach ; 
And all the rugged Paths to tread, 
Where WILLIAM and His Virtue lead. 


III. 
c) Sijence 1s the Soul of War; 
Dclibcrate Counſcl muſt prepare 
The Mighty Work, which Valour muſt compleat-: 
Thus WILLIAM Refcucd, thus Preſerves the State ; 
Thus Teaches Us to Think and- Dare ; 
As whilſt his Cannon juſt prepar'd to Breath 
Avenging Anger and fwitt Death, 
In the try'd Mettle the cloſe Dangers glow, 
And now too late the Dying Foc 
Perceives the Flame, yet cannot ward the Blow ; 
So whullt in WILLIAM's Breaſt ripe Counſecls lic, 
Secret and ſure as Brooding Fate, 
No more of His Deſign appcars 
Than what Awakens Gallia's Fears ; 
And (though Gwlrs Eye can ſharply penetrate) 
Diſtracted Lewis can diſcry 
Only a long unmcaſur'd Ruine mgh. 


(b) Vnamque ſub Dio & trepidis agat 
In rebas. 
(c) Eft & fldels twta filentie 


Merces, ec. 


IV. On 


IV. | 


On Aorman Coaits and Banks of trighted Seine, 
Lo !. the Impending Storms brgin :  - 
Britannia fately through her Maſters Sca 
Plows up her Victorious Way. w 
The French Salmonens throws his Bolts in vain, 
Whilſt che truc Thunderer aflerts-the Main : 
"Tis done! ro Shelves and Rocks his Fleers retire, 
Swift Victory in Vengetul Flames 
Burns down the Pride of their Prefumptuous Names ; 
They run to Shipwrack to ayoid our Fire, 
And the torn Veſlels that regain their Coaſt 
Are but ſad Marks to ſhew the reſt are loſt : 
All this the Mild, the Beautcous, Queen has done, — 
And WILLIAM's fotter halt ſhakes Lewis* Throne : 
MARIA docs the Sea command 
Whilſt Ga/lia flies her Husband's Arms by Land, 2 
So, the Sun abſent, with full ſway, the Moon 
Governs the Ifles, and rules the Waves alone ; 
So Funo thunders when her Fove 18 gOnc. 
Io Britannia ! looſe thy Oceans Chains 
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Whilſt Ryſell ſtrikes the Blow Thy Qucen ordains : 1] 
Thus Reſcucd, thus Reverd, for cver ſtand, 
And bleſs the Counſel, and-Reward the Hand, : 


Is Britannia ! thy MARIA Reigns. 
V. 
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From MART's Conqueſts, and the Reſcued Main, . +. 
Let France look forth to Sambre's armed Shore, __ 

And boaſt her Joy for WILLIAM's Deathno more. 

He lves, let France confeſs, the Victor lives: 
Her Triumphs' for his Death were vain, 
And ſpoke her Terrour of his Life too plain. 
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Tluw ex menibus hoſticis 


Matrona bellantis Tyrann: 
Proſpiciens, & adulta Wireo 


Snſpiret, ehen !* ne rudrs agminum 
Sponſus lace - it Yegins aſperam 

Z att leonem quem cru2nta 

Per medias rapit ira Czdcs: 
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The mighty ycars begin, the day draws nigh, | 

In nh 7 hat One of Lewis many Wiyecs, 

Who by the balctul force of guilty Charms, 
Has long cnthraul'd Him in Her wither'd Arms, 
Shall o're the Plains trom diſtant Towers on high 

Caſt a-round her mournful Eye, 
And with Propherick Sorrow Cry : 

Why docs my ruin'd Lord rctard his fight ? 
Why docs deſpair provoke his Age to tight ? 

As well the Wolt may venture to engage 

The angry Lyons generous rage; 

The ravcnous Vultur, and the Bird of Night, 
As ſatcly temper the ſtooping Eagles flight, 

As Lewis to uncqual Arms dcty 

\on' Heroe, crown'd with blooming Victory 


| Tult rriumphing ore Rebcl ragc reſtrain d, 


And yct unbreath'd from Bartels gain d. 
Sec ! all yon duſty Ficlds quite covcrd ore 
With Hoſtil Troops, and ORANGE ar thcir Head, 
ORANGE deſtirnd tro complcat 
The great Deſigns of — wen Fatc, 
ORANGE the Name that Tyrants Dread : 
{1c comes, our ruin'd Empire 15 no more, 
Down like the Perfian, goes the Gallic Throne, 
Darius flics, young Ammon Urgcs ON. 


VI. 


Now trom the dubious Bartcl's mingled heat 
Let Fear look back, and ſtretch her haſty Wing, (f) 
Impatient to ſecure a baſe retrcat : 
Let the pale Coward leave his Wounded King, 
For the vile privilege to breath, 
To hve with ſhame in dread of elorious Death. 
In yain : for Fatc has ſwitter Wings than tear, 
She tollows hard; and ſtrikes Hum 1n the rear, 
Dying and Mad the Traytor bucs the ground, 
His Back transfix'd pn a Diſhoneſt Wound ; 


( = ) Dulce & decorum eſt pro patria mori, 
Mers & fugacem yy 5) ang Vi rum 
Nec parcit ' imbe urente 
Peplitibas —— terge 
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Whilſt through the fherecft Troops, and thickeſt Prefs, 


Virtue carrics on Succels ; 
Whilſt cqual Heayen guards the diſtinguiſht brave, 
And Armucs cannot hurt whom Angels fave. 


VIL 


Virtue to Verſe immortal Luſtre gives, (8) 
Each by the other's mutual Friendſhip lives ; 


' Mineas \ufter'd, and Achilles fought, 


The Herocs acts enlarg'd the Pocts thought, 
Or Virgil's Majeſty, and Homer's Rage 
Had nc're like laſting Naturc vanquih'd Age ; 
Whilſt Lewis then his riſing Terrour drowns - 
With Drums Alarms and Trumpets Sounds, 


Whilſt hid in arm'd Retreats and guarded Towns, 


From Danger as trom Honour far, 
He bribes cloſe Murder againſt open War : 
In vain you Gallic Mulcs {trive 
With labour'd Verſe to keep his Fame alive, 
Your mouldring Monuments 1in vain yc raiſe 
On the weak Baſis of the Tyrapts Praife : 


Your Songs are fold, your Numbcrs are Prophanc, 


"Tis Incenſe to an Idol given, 
Meat offcr'd to Prometheus Man, 
That had no Soul from Heaycn. 
Againſt his Will you chain your frighted King 
On rapid Rhine's divided Bed ; 
And Mock your Heroc, whiltt ye Sing 
The Wounds for which he never bled ; 
Falſhood does poyſon on your Praiſc dctuſe, 
And Lewis fear gives Death to Boileau's Muſe. 


VIL 


On it's own Worth True Majeſty 1s rcar'd, - (g) 
And Virtue is her own Reward, 

With ſolid Beams and Native Glory bright, 

She neither Darkneſs dreads, nor coycts Light ; 
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(g) Virtus repulſe neſcia ſordide 
Intaminatis fulget honoribus 
Nec ponit aut ſumit ſecures 
Avbitrio popnlarss aure. 
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True to Her felt, and fix't to inborn Lays, 
Nor ſunk by lpight, nor lttcd by App lauſe, 
She trom Her ſcruled Orb looks calm ly down, 
On Lite or Death, a Priſon or a Crown. 
When bound 1n doublc Chains poor Belgia lay 
"To ftore:gn Arms, and inward (trite a Prey, 
Whiillt One Good Man buoy'd up Her link: Ng Stat, 
And Virtue !abour” c againſt Fate ; 
When fortune baſcly with ambition _ 'd, 
And all was conquer'd but the Patriots mind, 
When Storms let Tooſe, ;and raging Scas 
Juit ready the torn Vetlel to © rewhclm, | 
Forc'd not the taichtul Pilot from his Helm, 
Nor all the Syrcen Songs of future Pcace,: 
And dazling Profpect of a promis'd Crown, 
Could; lurc his ſtubborn Virtuc down 
But Ea” Charms, and Thrcats, and Hcll, 'He ſtood, 
To that which was ſcvercly good; 
Then, had no Trophics juſtified his Fam, 
No Poct blet nis Song with NASS AVW's Name, 
Virtue alone did all that Honour bring, 
And He: WEN as P launly pointed our The KING, 
AS V [CN He lt the Altar {tood 
In all Ins Types and Robes of Powcr, 
Whit ar His Ks Rehgious Britain bow 4 
And own'd hin next to has We there Adore. 
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Say jortut Maeſe, and Boin's Victorious Flood, 
{ For cach has muxt his Waves with Royal Blood) 
WW hen WTLLIAM's Arancs paſt, did He retire, 
OL view trom tar the Bartel's diſtant Fire * 
Coult He believe His Perſon was too dear ? 
_ Or uſe His Greatneſs to conceal His Fear ? 
Cou 4d Pravers or Sighs the daunticſs Heroe move ? 
rnd with Heaven's Juice Te, and His People's Love, 
Y 4s ugn the firlt Waves He wing'd His Vent rous Way, 
Ant 4 on the Adverſe $orc arolc, 
(Ten tnouland flving Death's in vain oppoſe ) 
Lixe thc QICUL r Rule T ot tc Day, 
VWuith Stren: oth and Swittncs mounting from the Seas : 


Like 


TD 

Like Him all Day He ToiF'd, but long in Night 

The' God had cas'd His wearied hghr, 

'Ere Vengcance lett the ftubborn Focs, 

Or WILLIAM's Labours tound rcpolc. 
When His Troops falter'd, ſtept not He between. 

Reſtor'd the dubious Fight again, 

Mark'd out the Coward that durit fly, 

And led the fainting Brave to Victory ? 
Stull as ſhe fled Him, did He not o'crtake, | 
Her doubtful courſe, ftill brought Her Blecding back : 
By His keen Sword did nor the Boldetſt fall ? 
Was He not King, Commander, Souldicr, All—— -: 
His Dangers ſuch, as with becoming Dread, 
His Subjects yer Un-Born ſhall Weep to Read ; 
And were not thoſe the only Days that crc 


The Pious Prince rctus'd to hcar 
His Friends Adyices; or His Subjects Prayer. 


X. 


Where &re old Rhine his fruitful Water turns. 
Or fills his Vaſlals' Tnbutary Urns; 
To Belgia's fav'd Domumions, and the Sea, 
Whoſe righted Waves rejoice in WILLIAM's ſway. 
Is there a Town where Children are not Taught, 
Here Holland Proſper'd, tor here ORANGE Fought, 
Through Rapid Waters, and through flving Fire : 
Here ruſh'd the Prince, Here made whole France retire. 
By different Nations be this Valour blcſ, 

In diftcrent Languages confeſt, 
| And then let Shannon Speak the reſt : 
Let Shannon Speak, how on her wond'ring Shore, 
When Conqueſt hov'ring -on his Arms did wait, 
And only ask'd ſome Lives to Bribe her ore. 
The God-like Man, the more than Conqueror; 
With high Contempt ſent- back the ſpecious Bair, 
And Scorning Glory at a Price too great, 
With ſo much Power ſuch Picty did joyn, 
As made a Pertc&t Virtue Soar 

A Pitch unknown to Man before, 
And lifted Shannon's Waves o'er thoſe of Boyne: 
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Nor do his Sub} ects only [harc 

Tie Prof rous Eats of His Indulgcnt Reign ; 
His Enemies approve tne Pious War, 

Vinch, with their Weapon, takes away their Chan : 

\{ ore than Hs Sword, His Goodncls ſtrikes His Focs ; 
They Bicks His Arms, and Sigh they mult oppoſe. 
Juilice an Freedo, n on Ins Conquelts wait, 

And aus for Man's Dchght that He 1s Great : 
Succeeding Times hall w ith long Joy contend, 
It He were more a Victor, or a Friend : V 
50 Much His Courage and His Mercy {1trive, 
He Wounds, to Cure; and Conquers, to Forgive. 


XII 


Ye Herocs, that have Fought Your Countries Caulc, 
| Readreſs'd Her Injuries, or Forni'd Her Laws, 
To my Advenr'rous Song juſt Witneſs bcar, 
Afſiftt the Pious Muſe, and hcar Her Swear, 
That *ris no Poct's Thought, no Flight of Youth, 
Bur ſolid Story, and ſevercit Truth, 
That WILLIAM Trcafurcs up a greater Name, 
Than any Country, any Agc, can Boat : 
(s) And all that Ancient Stock of Famc 
De He did trom Hts Forc-Fathers take, 
He has improv'd, and gives with Intercſt back ; 
And in His Conſtcllaton does unite 
Ther ſcatter'd Rays of Fainter Light : 
Above or Envy's laſh, or Fortunes > Wheel, 
Thar ſettled Glory ſhall for ever dwell , 
Above the Rowling Orbs, and common Sky, 
Where nothing comes that cre ſhall Dic. 
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(eg) Virtus recludens immeritis Mort 
Calum, neoaata tentat iter Via 
Catuſque wnlaares & ndam 

$:er:4it Emane furiente penn#. 
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Where Roves the Mutc 2 Where thoughtlc(s to return 

Is her ſhore liv'd Vellel Born, 

By Potent Winds too ſubject to be tolt 3 
And in the Sca of WILLIAM's Praiſes loft : 
Nor let her tcmpt that Deep, nor make the Shorc 

VVhere our abandon'd Youth She ſecs 
Shipwrackt in Luxury, and loſt in Eaſe ; 

VVhom nor Britamia's Danger can alarm, 

Nor WILLIAM'sS Exemplary Vircuc warm : 
Tell *'cm howc'er the King can yet Forgive 
Their Guiry Sloath, their Homage yct ReCCIVE, 

And Ict their wounded Honour live 
Bur ſure and ſuddcn bc their juſt Remorſe ; 

Switt be their Vircucs riſe, and ſtrong 1ts Courſe ; 
For though for certain Years and deſtin'd Times, 

| Merit has lain confusd with Crimes : 
Though ove ſeem'd Negligent of human Carcs, 
Nor Scourg'd our Follies, nor return'd our Praycrs., 
His Juſtice now Demands the cqual Scales, 
Sedition 1s Suppreſt, and Truth Preyauls : 
Fate it's great Ends by flow Degrecs Attains, 
And Exrope is Redeem'd, and WILLIAM Reigns. 
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(bb) ————Szpe Dieſpiter 
Negleftus inceſto addidit Integrun 


Raxio antecedentem S$ celeſtum 


Deſeruit Pede pana Claude. 
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